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known that we would pay the natives for specimens of birds, beasts
and insects. Within an hour canoes put off to the yacht with every
kind of beast and bird and all of them were alive and neatly muzzled
with a blade of grass. Among them was a delightful little creature, a
flying-phalanger not much larger than a mouse, who was tame from
the first and lived in my breast-pocket He sat with us at meals and
ate raspberry jam, holding the spoon firmly with his little paws. When
meal times seemed to tarry he used to remind me of his feelings by a
shrill chatter, and once he so far forgot himself as to chatter while I
was prosecuting four native murderers, who looked much disturbed
when they discovered that the discordant little chatter proceeded from
the person of their prosecutor. Poor " Richard's " end was tragic. He
chose a moment when the yacht was running close inshore to run up
the standing rigging to the masthead.  I saw him craning his little
head towards the greenery on shore, and, judging that he could do the
flight, he spread his furry planes and launched himself.  He covered
perhaps fifty yards before he fell into the sea and for some time we
could see him (breasting the waves bravely.  Then we saw him no
more!  Probably a large fish had taken him. It was unsafe to bring
the yacht into those narrow, ill-charted waters.
Another of our pets was a black wallaby. This tiny kangaroo was
no larger than a hare. It was tame from the first and we let it loose
in the cabin. During the night I was wakened by a cold little nose
against niy hand. The wallaby was lonesome or cold and it was asking
to be taken up into my bunk where it snuggled down contentedly.
Unlike Richard, it did not thrive afloat and it died soon after its
capture.
From the Louisiades we made for the D'Entrecasteaux group.
These three large islands rise to a height of eight thousand feet and
are volcanic in origin. While -the miners were prospecting in Ferguson
Island we went for a bathe in the river. I was swimming under the
bank when suddenly I found that the water was hot and steaming
like a hot bath. I called up the others to verify the temperature, and
at that moment Kowald, our naturalist, exclaimed, " Listen! What
was that?" Through all the other sounds, the ripple of the river and
the chorus of the birds and the crickets, there came a rhythmic pound-
ing like that of a steam hammer. We dressed, loaded our guns and
set off in the direction of the sound, which grew louder as we